The Tragi die 

A figne of dignity, a garifh flagge, 

To bee the aime ofeuery dangerous fhot, 

A Quecne in icaft, enely to fill the fccane : 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers ? 

Where be thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy ? 

VV ho fues to rae and cries God faue the Quecne ? 

Where be the bending Peeresthat flattered thee ? 
where be the thronging troupes that followed thee 
Decline all this and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wife,anioft diftreffed widdow : 

For ioy Full mother one that wailes the name.- 
For Quecne, a uery Catife crown’d with care : 

For one being fued too, one that humble fues : 

For one commanding a!l,obeyed of none : 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcorn’d of me « 

Thus hath the courfc ofiuftice wheel’d about. 

And left me but a very prey to time, 

Bauing no more, but thought of what thou art, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art : 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doeft thou not 
Viurpe the iuft proportion of tny forrow ? 

Now thy proud nccke.bcarcs halfe my butthened yoke, 
From which, cucn hcerc, I flip my wearied necke, 
^ndlcaucthe butthenofitallon thee: j 

Farewell Tories wife, and Quecne of fad mifchance, 

Thefc Engltfh woes will make me fmile in France, 

<?«. O thou wellskild incutfes ftay a while, 
exfhd teach me hbw to curfe mineenemyes, 

Qn,Mar. Fotbeare to fleepe the night, and faft the day, 
Compare deaths happiheffe with lining woe, 

Thinkc that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then be is : 

Bettring thy lofle make the bad cauler worfe, 

Revoluing this will teach thee how to curfe. 

Qu . My words are dull., O quicken them with thine, 
QgrM.Th y woes will make them fharp & pierce like mine. 
Dut, Why fhouldcalamity be full of words? Exit 

Qji. Windie atturnies to your clients woes, 

Aiery fu ccecder* of inteftate ioyes, , 
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poorc breathing orators of miferies, _ 

Let them haue fcope.though what they doc impart 
Hebe not all, y« not dee they eale the hart. 

Dut. If fo, then be not tong-tide, goc with me. 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets fmoo her 
My damned fonne, which thy too fonnes fmothcr’d 
I bcarc his dram.be copious in pxciaimes . 

gnttf Kt»g %icburd marching with drummei 
and trumpets . 

King. Who intercepts my expedition ? 

• Dut, A (be, that might haue intercepted thee. 

By ftranghng thee in her accurfed wombe, 
from all the flaughtets wretch, that thou haft done. 

Qu. Had’ft thou that forehead with a golden erowne, 
Where (h»uld be grauen, if that right were right. 

The (laughter of the Prince that owdc that erowne. 

And the dire death of my two fonnes, and brothers: 

Tdlme thou villaine flauc, where are my children ? 

Dut , 7Tiou todc,thou tode, where is thy brother Clarenc ? 
And little Ned Plant j genet, bis fonne r 
Qu. Where is kind Hafltngt. Riuers p r a»gha»,Gray i 
Ktr.g. A flourifh trumpets, ftrike alarum drummes. 

La not the heauenshearc thefe tell-taile women 

Raile oncthe Lord anointed. Stike I fay. The trumepts 

Either be patient and mtreat me faire, founds . 

Or with the clamorous reports ©f warre. 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

Dm. art thou my fonne? 

AT/«|.l,IthankeGod,myFatherand your feife. 

I>»r, Then patiently heare my impatience. 

King. Madam I haue a touch of your condition. 

Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe, 

Dut, I will be milde and gentle in my fpeech. 

Km. and briefc good mother for I am in haft. 

Dut, art thou fo haftie I haue ftaid for thee, 

Godknowes in anguifti, paine and agonie- 
King, and came I not at la ft to comfort you ? 

No by the holy roode thou knowft it well, 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell ; . 



